O.B.

IN the extracts which Mr. Percy Lubbock recently
drew from Arthur Benson's immense diary, the
most vivid and penetrating passages were those
which dealt with persons now dead, and con-
sequently (as the phrase goes) " released for
exhibition/' And the best of all was an attempt
to describe Oscar Browning whose Life has now
appeared. It failed, as all attempts to describe
him must fail: the topless towers of Ilium were
easier to surmount than the mystery of that man.
But a very clear picture of the mystery was given
in a series of brilliant antitheses. No man can
ever have been such a bundle of opposites. There
was a genius in him and a fool. At moments he
seemed the greatest of egoists, at others the most
selfless of philanthropists. He was wise and
stupid, naive and astute, humourless and full of
laughter, a careerist devoted to the public weal,
gross and otherworldly. Even his appearance was
one minute majestic and the next grotesque.
And even his work could not be criticised from one
point of view without considerations running the
clean contrary way, leaping to the mind. I
remember a conversation when the Provostship of
King's was vacant. " Isn't it a shame they won't
give it to the O.B." " Do you think he's qualified
for it ? " {< Oh, dear, no." He had a European
reputation and it was based entirely on his
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